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LITTLE OTIS 


It isn’t any wonder that 
It’s hard to catch the flies— 
I wonder who could catch me, if 
I had eight thousand eyes! 
A fly can see a nawful crowd 
Of ev’-ry-thing he no-tic-es; 
And, if he looked at me, he’d see 
Eight thousand Little Otises. 


[3] 


When father was a little boy 
And father’s brothers, too, 
They always did the only things 
Their mother told them to. 
Were always hangin’ up their clo’s, 
And pickin’ up their toys— 
I’m glad that people any more 
Don’t have that kind of boys! 


[4] | 


My sister wasn’t absent, wasn’t 
Late all through the term. 

Gramp says it is the early bird 
That always gets the worm. 

I’m not a bird a-catchin’ worms, 
Early bird, or not; 

If that fool worm had staid in bed 
He wouldn’t have been caught. 


[5] 


If folks would just let me alone 
I’d have a minute’s peace; 

But someone’s always snoopin’ round, 
Must think they’re the police! 

It’s: “Don’t do this!” and: “Don’t do that!” 
I’m tired of it, too; 

It’s bad enough to have God watchin’ 
Ew’rything I do! 


[7] 


Mothers and fathers go in swimmin’ 
Dif-fer-ent from us; 

They wet their feet, and stand and squeal, 
And make a nawful fuss. 

Then, father’ll spatter mother, 
And mother’ll spatter him, 

And squeal again, and run ashore, 
And that is how they swim! 


[8] 


A nar-row-plane took me away 
Right off the floor and so, 

Because the folks were all asleep 
They never saw me go. 

We went around the world and back, 
And ’cross the ocean, too, 

And I went right straight back to bed, 
And no one ever knew. 


[9] 


Right un-der-neath my window, where 
The Elm-Tree’s in the shade; 
A O-ri-ole is singing in 
A swinging nest he made. 
He’s: not afraid of me, because 
I never trouble him;— 
I could, but I’m not goin’ to— 
Reach out and shake that limb. 


[11] 
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The Yellow-Throat of Ma-ry-land, 
He wears a mask of black. 
He hides in the Sy-rin-ga-bush_ , 
To watch me through a crack. 
He’ll holler: “Witch-i-ty, witch-i-ty-witch!” 
And peek, and peek, and peek; 
He tries to make me follow him, 
A-playin’ hide-and-seek. 


[13] 


It’s lovely playing in the Park 
But when yow’re in the Zoo, 
It’s nice to know your father 
Is standin’ side of you. 
The an-i-mals behind the bars, 
They growl and walk about— 
You have to keep re-mem-ber-in’ 
They really can’t get out: 


[14] 


One boy that goes to Sunday-School, 
Has yellow hair and curls. 
Because he sits with boys is how 
You tell him from the girls. 
But when I called him: “Gol-di-locks!” 
He gimme one for fair— 
A feller with a punch like that, 
And ali that curly hair!” 


[15] 


Fla-min-go got his legs too long 
When he first had ’em made. 
They’re not much good to walk with, but 
They’re pretty good to wade. 
To stand on one foot while he sleeps, 
Is all the rest he gets; 
And, hatchin’ eggs, he is so tall, 
He stands up while he sets. 


[17] 


The story about Adam, and 
The story about Eve, 

I don’t see how the grown-up-folks 
Can hardly quite believe. 

If I had told that story, folks 
Would say I told a fib— 

I’d rather never have a wife 
Than have to lose a rib! 


[18] 


There’s one thing I would like to see, 
But not to go alone, or 
Go very near; and that’s a fish, 
The one that swallered Jonah. 
How Jonah got away alive 
Has always been a puz-zle; 
And if that fish was in the Zoo, 
He’d have to wear a muz-zle! 


[19] 


Goats used to live on mountain-peaks, 
Up un-der-neath the sky. 

They had to, or the bears and wolves 
Would get em, that is why. 

They had to live up where their food 
Was awful hard to get— 

They used to eat most any-thing— 
They ain’t got over it. 


[21] 


King David was a shep-herd-boy, 
He watched his father’s flock. 
He killed a great big Giant with 
His sling and with a rock. 
And then he wrote some po-e-try, 
And got some girls to sing 
How many people he had killed, 
And then they made him King. 


[22] 


Two women told King Sol-o-mon 
They was a baby’s mother; 

King Sol-o-mon, he didn’t know 
One woman from the other. 

He said that each could have a half— 
King Sol-o-mon, he knew 

The really mother wouldn’t have 
Her baby cut in two. 


[23] 


I saw a snake out in the Park, 
The color of the grass; 
And so I got out of the way 

To give him room to pass; 

I said: “You'll be run over, if 
You don’t get out of there!” 
He said: “I’m just a-crawlin’ round 

To get the mornin’ air.” 


[25] 


When Noah had got his folks all safe 
And went to sailin’? round; 

I wonder how he liked to see 
His neighbors gettin’? drowned. 

It must have smelled nice in that Ark, 
Without one breath of air, 

And all the an-i-mals and birds— 
I’m glad I wasn’t there! 


[26] 


Neb-u-chad-nez-zer thought he was 
A oxen, or a cow; 
Out in the fields on hands and knees— 
Was crazy, anyhow; 
A “looin’ ” and a “mooin? ”, and 
So, thus it came to pass: 
Neb-u-chad-nez-zar nearly died 
He lived so long on grass! 


[27] 


Where all the greens and yellows, al] 
The purples and the reds 
Are in the water, where the trees 
Are standing on their heads; 
Out here, can-oe-ing on the lake, 
On af-ter-noons like these, 
We slip real easy in between 
The real and shadow-trees. 


[29] 


Once, we were drivin’? in the Park, 
And hap-pened to go wrong. 
The Tra-fic-of-fi-cer, he said: 
“Get back where you belong!” 
Had to go down the Av-e-nue— 
Wanted to go across— 
I guess that Traf-fic-of-fi-cer, 
Must think he is the boss! 


[30] 


When there’s a car ahead of us 
We creep up, awful fast, 

Till, right behind, we toot our horn, 
And go a-zippin’ past. 

And, on a bridge, or on a hill, 
No matter who they are, 

Why do you never like the people 
In the other car? 


[31] 


One day I met a Witch-it-ty-Grub 
A-comin’ from the Zoo. 
I said: “Are you a-runnin’ off? 
Where are you goin’ to?” 
He said: “The Zoo is well enough, 
There’s nothing that I lack— 
But, it’s Old Home Week where I was born, 
And I am goin’ back!” 


[33] 


Pie IO Tas 
ON GRANDFATHER’S FARM 


Mother wants me to speak correct, 
But how am I to learn 

When mother says a thing is “hers,” 
And Gramma says it’s “hern’”’? 

When Grampa says it’s “his’n” and 
My father says it’s “his”— 

So many ways to say one thing 
You can’t tell which it is! 


[37] 


At breakfast time at Grampa’s house, 
The first thing, they don’t eat; 

Cause Grampa shuts his eyes and has 
Some verses to repeat. 

One day I passed my plate and said: 
“T don’t know what it means, 

But, if you got your piece all spoke, 
I’d like to have some beans.” 


[38] 


There’s lots of great big pictures 
Hung up in Gramma’s hall. 

They’re awful funny lookin’ folks— 
Don’t look like folks at all. 

“Our an-cest-ors that’s dead and gone.” 
Is what my Gramma said;— 

I’m glad I’m not a an-cest-or, 


For then I would be dead. 


[39] 


I saw a tramp the other day 
When I was ’way from Grampa, 

And I just lit right out for home 
As tight as I could scamper! 

An? ’twa’n’t a man, ’twas just dressed up 
To scare the crows, you see, 

And Gee! I hope he scares the crows 
As bad as he did me! 


[41] 


My arms and legs aren’t long enough 
To reach up to the pump. 
Sometimes I touch the handle, but 
I always have to jump! 
Pll be as big as father is 
*Fore many years are gone— 
What’ll I do with my little legs 
When I put my big ones on? 


[42] 


It’s lots of fun down in the swing 
Under the Rus-set-tree. 

And that is my swing, anyhow, 
Gramp put it up for me. 

Sometimes, my sister wants to swing, 
And she will almost cry 

Because I make her wait so long 
Lettin’? the old—cat—die! 


[43] 


Jack’s preaching in his pulpit now, 
He doesn’t need a book. 

He’s preaching to the Water-bugs 
Bap-tiz-in’ in the brook. 

The Crickets are his choir, and 
Afraid they will get wet, 

They jump into a Tril-li-um, 
Or Dog-tooth-Vi-o-let. 


[45] 


sae 


There’s quite a lotter little things 
That I don’t un-der-stand. 
When I ask Gram about them, 
She just says: “My Good Land!” 
She says: “In God’s-Good-Prov-i-dence 
He-do-eth-all-things-well”; 
But what he made mus-kee-ters for, 
I bet He couldn’t tell! 


[47] 


Down in the woods, a Hermit-Thrush 
Is singing ev’ry night; 

He?’s singing in the morning, too, 
When it is coming light. 

Sometimes it sounds like he is near, 
Sometimes he’s far away— 

Gram says it sounds just like the flute 
That Grampa used to play. 


[48] 


Some things I haven’t found out yet, 
And three of ’em are these: 

Why Grampa says: “God bless you!” 
Every time I sneeze; 

Why Towser turns around and round 
Huntin’ for a flea— 

And why Gramma meee Me faces, pickin’ 
io ters outer me. ; 


[49] 


My Gramp fixed up a tee-ter-board 
Across a fell-down-tree, 

Because a boy was vis-it-in’, 
Almost as big as me. 

And, just ’cause I got tired, 
He said it wasn’t fair, 

When I just sat there on the ground, 
And held him in the air. 


[51] 


Gramp’s got a horse he calls “The colt”, 
And Gramp, he likes him, too. 

He talks about him all the time, 
Tellin’? what he can do. 

He says ’twould try a younger horse 
The way he takes a-holt. 

Gram says for the last fourteen years 
That horse has been a colt! 


[52] 


Gramp told a story *bout a boy 
Stood on a burnin’ deck 

Until it was too late—and till 
The vessel was a wreck. 

Gramp said he staid there just because 
His father said to stay— 

That boy might be a-livin’ now 
If he had run away. 


[53] 


The Dog-Star shines in day-times, now, 
And keeps way out of sight. 

He has to rule the Dog-Days, so 
He can’t be up all night. 

I told Old Towse to watch his step, 
The Day-Stars are so dim, 

That he can’t see the Dog-Star, but 
The Dog-Star can see him. 


[55] 


I saw some lovely robbers, once, 
And Kings, and Queens, and thieves; 

And, once, some Gypsies lugged me off, 
Which nobody believes; 

And, once, I saw a horse and waggon 
Climb a cherry-tree; 

When I told Gram, she said she ought 
To take me ’cross her knee! 


[56] 


Gram says I am a wicked boy 
I tell such dreadful lies. 
Sometimes she throws her hands right up, 
And makes me think she cries. 
She says if I keep on this way 
*Twill be my ru-y-na-shun; 
Gram doesn’t un-der-stand, I got 
A great im-ag-i-na-shun. 


[57] 


Sometimes, Aunt Sally drops a plate 
Into the sink, ker-whack! 

She says it doesn’t matter much, 
It’s nothin’ but a crack. 

And when Aunt Sally breaks the plate, 
Dropping it on the floor, 

She says it doesn’t matter much, 
That it was cracked before. 


[59] 


Aunt Sally used to go to school, 
And cipher on a slate; 

And do her sums, and walk two miles, 
And she was never late. 

She says them was her happiest days, 
The days she went to school, 

And used to take her dinner, in 
A little Rid-i-cule. 


[60] 


It’s kinder hard for all of us 
Aunt Sally never married. 

She couldn’t marry very well, 
Her beau was dead and buried. 

It would be very nice for her, 
And very nice for me, too— 

For, if she had a husband, she’d 
Have someone else to see to. 


[61] 


Sister cut off the Parrot’s tail 
And laid it onto me. 

Gram thought of course I was to blame! 
But Gramp said: “Now, le’s see.” 

He told us both to set right down 
And stay where we were at— 

And, where they found the Parrot’s tail 
Was on a dolly’s hat! 


[63] 


My Gramp gave me a jack-knife that 
Is just as good as new; 

But, Gramp, he had another, and 
He didn’t need the two. 

Gram says he gave it to me, ’fraid 
She’d have a minute’s quiet— 

Must be a job to put a rag 
Around a thumb, and tie it! 


[65] 


Gram says the only time I’m safe 
I’m sleepin’, or ?'m eatin’; 

She says I scare her so, sometimes, 
I set her heart to beatin’. 

She says her heart is in her mouth 
Half of the time, about; 

I said: “If you can’t swaller it 
Why don’t you spit it out?” 


[66] 


Gram talks so much ’bout Wash-ing-ton, 
Wants me to be as good, 

I can’t be like George Wash-ing-ton, 
And dunno why I should. 

George Wash-ing-ton is dif-fer-ent 
From I am, that is why— 

They’d find I would be dif?-rent, if 
I couldn’t tell a lie. 


[67] 


Gram said I’d been in swimmin’ 
Again, without a doubt, 
Because, when she undressed me 
My shirt was in-side-out. 
She said: “No use to talk! That shirt 
Is ’nuff of ev-i-dence!” 
I said: “The how that shirt got turned 
Was crawlin’ through that fence!” 


[69] 


The fault my Gramma finds with me 
Is more than I deserve. 

Most ev’ry little thing I do 
It hits her on a nerve. 

She can—not—bear my drummin’, or 
My blowin’ on a comb— 

She makes it very hard for me 
To make myself at home. 


[71] 


The milk-man put me on his horse 
When Gramma didn’t see, 

And didn’t hold me all the time— 
Kept lettin’ go of me. 

And Gramma came, and she was scared, 
Afraid that I would fall! 

I wasn’t scared a minute, but 
That horse was awful tall! 


[72] 


I was climbin’ in the bucket, to 
Unwind me down the well 

To see the stars in day-time. Gramp 
Just caught me ’fore I fell. 

He said I would be drowned, and 
I said ’twould serve him right! 

Can’t see the stars in day-time, and 
I can’t set up at night! 


[73] 


Sunday, when we came home from church, 
We sat down on the lawn; 

Took off our hats to cool our heads— 
We had our best ones on; 

Aunt Sally’s hat went blowin’ off, 
And how Aunt Sally hollered! 

And, ’fore I caught up with that hat 
The goat had got it swallered. 


[75] 


Old Towse, he had some yeller spots 
I thought I’d color black; 

And, so, I borrowed Grampa’s ink, 
And meant to take it back. 

I set it on the little shelf 
Runs round inside the well; 

And if the water wa’n’t so black 
They’d never know it fell. 


[77] 


Gramp is a Baptist Sundays, and 
Re-pub-li-can the rest; 

He says each man has got a right 
To do as he thinks best: 

Says one man thinks that this is right, 
Another thinks it’s that; | 

But he couldn’t be a Meth-o-dist, 
No more’n a Dem-o-crat. 


[78] 


There ain’t no sense in Jog-er-fry 
Unless you’re goin’? away. 

Gram says [ve got to learn a little 
Ew’ry stormy day— 

About who lives in Af-ri-ca; 
About who lives in Si-am— 

I don’t care who those fellers are, 
And they don’t care who I am. 


[79] 


My Grampa’s Globe of Jog-er-fry 
That I can set in motion; 

I hunted over all the land 
And over all the ocean, 

And never found a single star. 
I think the reason why 

Is, Grampa’s Globe of Jog-er-fry 
It hasn’t any sky, 


[sr] 


Once Gram was sick and goin’? to die, 
I heard the doctor say; 

I cried a while, and then I thought 
I’d help my Grampa pray. 

I said: “Dear God, of course you know 
My Gramma’s awful sick; 

And if Yowre goin’ to save her life, 
You’ve got to do it quick.” 


[83] 


My Gram made up a lotter cakes, 
And tarts and jelly-rolls, 

And done her muslin-curtains up, 
And put ’em up on poles; 

Took out her silver knives and forks, 
She locks up with a key; 

And all because the min-is-ter 
Was coming here to tea. 


[84] 


The min-is-ter, he thinks my Gram 
Has lovely things to eat; 
He’s all the time a-tellin’ her 
Her cookin’ can’t be beat. 
I catch him passin’ up his plate, 
Bout evw’ry time I look— 
I asked him: “What’s the matter? Don’t 
Your wife know how to cook?” 


[85] 


A Skunk, he doesn’t look so bad 
As I should think he would, 

He has some white around his head 
Looks kinder like a hood. 

And lots of white is on his tail, 
And white right down his face; 

I look at him in Pict-ure-books, 
It is the safest place. 


[87] 


Gramp sat down to his paper, 
And couldn’t read a word. 

And ’bused the man that made it, 
The worst I ever heard. 

Gram couldn’t read it, either, 
Nothin’ but blots and blurs— 
Gram had on Grampa’s spec-ta-cles, 

And Grampa had on hers. 


[88] 


There’s Little Doctor Wood-peck-er, 
He’s drillin? hard and quick. 

He drills right in to get the things 
That make the trees get sick. 

No other bird can use his beak 
Like that to drum and drill; 

He?’s like all doctors, Grampa says, 
His strength is in his bill. 


[89] 


When Gram was mendin’ o-ver-alls, 
She saw a pretty sight; 

Her chair was near the window, so 
To give her lots of light. 

She saw a little Hum-ming-bird 
Who tried, and tried again, 

To get at Gram’s Ge-ra-ni-ums, 
Right through the win-dow-pane. 


[91] 


@ {= 


I heard a nawful funny noise. 
It was a baby owl. 

If he knows what he’s goin’ to be, 
He’s got a right to howl. 

The only owl I ever saw, 


Was shut up in a case— 
Just feathers, and a pair of eyes, 


And not a bit of face. 


[93] 
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OFFICIAL 


I am ex-ak-ly like a Sloth 
Is what my Gramma said, 

>Cause, when she tries to get me up, 
I like to stay in bed. 

If Gram had ever seen a Sloth! 
T am a lot like him! 

I’m always sleepin’ up-side-down, 
Hangin’ to a limb! 


[94] 


The day we hauled the cider home, 
Most of the time we rode; 

But Gramp got out the foot o’ the hill, 
To lighten up the load. 

So I got out to light the load, 
And, coming up the hill, 

I met a cat-er-pil-ler goin’ 
To the cider-mill. 


[95] 


Out in the entry of the shed 
Gram got a big surprise; 
Out in the entry of the shed 
Gram can’t believe her eyes; 
Out in the entry of the shed 
Gram couldn’t quite believe 
A pair of Wrens had built their nest 
In Gram’s old rain-coat-sleeve! 


[97] 


Gramp took some punkins to the Fair, 
And pretty tied-up-corn, 

And apples. But twas nothin’ that 
He really counted on. 

I think it made him happy, though 
He said he didn’t care, 

When they fastened the blue ribbon on 
His punkins, at the Fair. 


[98] 


Gramp says my Gram ain’t sat-is-fied 
With plants out doors that bloom, 


«df 
She moves her garden in the house f 


To take up all the room. 
He says she has so much around 
Of plants, and bulbs, and seed, 
There ain’t a single window where 
A man can set and read. 


[99] 


RET > 
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*Twas very lovely ridin’ home 
From the Fair, last night; 

There was about a million stars; 
The moon was shinin? bright; 

And Gramp was drivin’ kinder slow, 
Not to get home too soon; 

And I heard him a-hummin’, soft, 
“Roll o-on, sil-ver-moon.” 


[ror] 


When we have lights for supper, and 
It’s dark before it’s late; 
And I and Towse are put to bed, 
As much as both we hate; 
When we.ate cuddled -dowa’.ini bed, 
a & tell ‘old ‘Towse to:hark, «. :°>.. 
Cause,’ if we keep ‘real. quiet; we - 
May hear the Dog-Star bark. 


[103] 


